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ness.    We are going to hear the music in the Duomo Letter
at eleven, and after that we intend to pay our first visit riSSe
to the Brera gallery.    It is our present plan to stay here SSTiSf!?
for some days, and we enjoy the thought of a little sta-
tionary life such as we have not had since we left Paris.
We often talk of our sisters, oftener think of them.
You are our children, you know.

Your letter was forwarded to me here, and it was & Letter to

,                       .                                            Isaac P.

great joy to roe to have your kind words of sympathy,Evan'-

-               ,            ..            ,                     ,                             J     r       -"aeth May,

for our long silence has never broken the affection for1*80-
you which began when we were little ones. My hus-
band, too, was much pleased to read your letter. I
have known his family for eleven years, and they
have received me among them very lovingly. The
only point to be regretted in our marriage is that I
am much older than he; but his affection has made him
choose this lot of caring for me rather than any other
of the various lots open to him.

Emily Clarke has lately sent me rather a sad ac-
count of Sarah's1 health. I trust that it is now better,
for I think it is her lungs that chiefly trouble her, and
summer may act beneficently on them. Please give
my love to her, and tell her that I like the assurance
of her share in the good wishes you send me.

I have often heard of Frederick3 through the ad-
miration of those who have heard him preach; and it
has been a happy thought to me that you and Sarah
must feel it a great comfort to have him as well as
Walter settled near you.

Edith is the only one of your children whom I have
seen since they have been grown up, and I thought her
a noble-looking woman.

1 Mrs, Isaac Evans (since deceased).

a Rev. Frederick Evafls, Rector of Bedwortb,ts -of strength except Strong-minded'uvery bright. One think* of motherx like
